




ThcTragcdie 

La. Doeft graunt me hedgehog, then God grant me too 
Thou maieft be damned for that wicked deed. 

Oh he was gentlc,milde,and vertuous. 

g/o. The fitter for the king of heauen that hath him. 

La. He is in heauen, where thou (halt neuer come. 

GU. Let him thanke me that holpc to fend him thither, 

For he was fitter for that place then earth. 

La. And thou vnfitfor any place but hell. 

Gla. Yes one place clfe,ifye will heare me name it. 

La. Some dungeon. Glo. Your bed chamber. 

La. Ill reft betide the chamber where thou lieft. 

Glo. So will it Madame, till /he withyou. 

La. /hopefo. 

Glo. I know fo, but gentle Lsdie Anne, 

To lcauc this kind tneounter of our wits, 

And fallfomewhat into a flower methode: 

Is not the caufcr of rhe time-leftc deaths 
Of thefe Plantagenets^cnry and Edward, 

As blameful! as the executioner' 

La. Thou art the caufe.and mod accurft effed. 

Glo. Your beautic was the caufc of that effcdl. 

Tour beautic which did haunt me in my flcepe, 

To vndertake the death of all the world, 

So /might reft that houre in your fweet bofome. 

La. If 1 thought that, /tell thee homicide, 

Thefe nailcs fiiould rend that beautiefrom my chcekes. 

Glo. Thefe cies could neuer endure fweet beauties wrack, 
You iV'uld not blcmifh them if i flood by : 

As all the world is cheared by the Sunne, 

So I by that, it is my day, my life. 

La. Blaofnightouci (hade thy day, and death thy life. 

Glo. Curfe not thy felfe faire creature, thou art both. 

La. I would / were to be reuengde on thee. 

Glo. h is a quarrel! mofl vnnaturall, 

- To be reuengde on him that loueth you. 

La. It is a quarrel 1 iuftand reafonable, 

1 o be reuengd on him that flew my husband. 

Glo. He that bereft thee Lady of thy husband, % 

Bid it to hclpe thee tea better husband. . 


of Richard the third. 

G/^This is the fruiteofrawnes rmarkryounot 
How that theguiltiekindredoftheQueene, ^ 

look! P a ^ e when they did heare ofCIarcnce. death. 

0l)> they did vrgeit ftillvnto the King, 

God will reuengeit. Butcomeletsin 

To comfort Edward with our company. Exeunt. 

Enter Dutches of Yorke rmh Clarence children. 

, Boy. Tel! me good Granam,is our father dead ? 

Bat. No boy. (bread? 

, Boj. Why do you wring your hands and beat your 
dad crie, Oh Clarence my vnhappy fonne ? 

Girle. Whydoyoulookeon vsandfhakeyour head ? 

And call vs wretches ,Orphanes,caftawayes, 

I ( that our noble father be aliue? 

- But. My prettic Cofens , you mi fta^e me much, 

I do lament the ficknelTc of the King : 

As loth to loofe him, not your fathers death: 

It were loft labour to weepe for one that’s loft. 

Boy. Then Granam you conclude that he is dead, 

The King my V ncle is too blame for this . 

God will reuenge it, whom / will importune 
With dayly prayers all to that effed. 

But. Peace children peace, the King doth Ioue you well. 
Incapable and (hallow innocents, 

Zou cannot gelfe who caufde your fathers death. 

Boy. Granam, we can.- /or my goodTncleGloceftcr 
Told me, the /Ting prouoked by the Quccnc, 

Deuif'd impeachments toimprifonhim: 

And when he told me fo he wept, 

Andhugdmcin hisarme,and£indly £ift mycheeke, 

And bad me relic on him as on my father, 

And he would loue me dearely as bis childej 
But. Oh that deceit fhould fteale fuch gentle fhapes, 

And with a vertuous vizard hide foulc guile, 
he is my fonne, yea and therein my fliame: 

Tct from my dugs he drew not this deceit. 

%.Thinf;eyoumy /hde did diftcmble, Granam? 

But. I Boy. 

%.l cannot thin keit,harke, what noife is this ? 

E Enter 



